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\SwellU... 

WE'VE 

I INSTALLED 

'SOME NEW ' 

GAMES AND 

The gans ts < 

MOTS ABOUT 
TMSftti, 




HERE, FOR 
INSTANCE, WE HAVE 
FIGHTING SIAMESE 

FISH!' they fight 

EACH OTHER 'TIL 
DEATH.' IT'S EVEN 
AtORE EXCITING THAN 
COCK-FlGHrtNG — 
BECAUSeTHE WINNER J 
ALWAYS EATS THE 
LOS£CALlVEI 
SOME FUN,€H? 



SOUNDS 
RATHE R 

Gory/ 



rj-/ 



* you awt seen nothih ' 
yet/ ... here's our special 
fop the week .« vbe1t 
on the table numbers - < 
Then blow darts at the 

CANA8Y.. THEN WHfCH6V£R 
NU/U@£K fT DIES ON IS 
THE WINNER! HEH-HEh/ 
Y'OUGHTA HEAR TH'A40& 
HOLLER WHEN 17 
CONVULSES FROM ON£ 
NUM0E« TO 
ANOTHER.' -IT'S 
TERRIFIC/ 



-^INGENIOUS, 
INDEED.' BUT 



r JN5T£A0 OF way 

, „ -Turtles, we're usjw 

T STILL PREFER L, ■-* FROGS' MOM LIVELY.' 

ROULETTE.' /^f ) WHATEVER NUMBER 

SAME OLD *^~^\ POCKZ1 HE HOPS 
KiNG! WE'VE MADE V NTOW ^?' 
A FEW CHANGES IN J EVERY OTHER 
THE GAME, BUT J /NUMBER IS ELECT- 
DON'T TH7NR , /W'ED, SO THAT IF 
YOU'L[ OBJECT-' \H£ LANDS ON AN 
«. CIGARETTE* ieVEN NUMBER, HE , 
' -yLIVES-BuTIFIT'S 
"ODD^WWAWD. 1 - 
FP/ BD FKOG'S 

WttiA 



TCH-TCH.' 

shocking! 

STACK ME 
IN BLUtS! 
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SAtUER THSS EVENING, 
A MRS- TOWNC 

REPORTED HER SCn 
/VW$S<NG,.. FEARED 

HE WAS tWHAPPED.' 
KHOYOURFACe 

eXACTLV 

GES£MBl£S 



SEB1 
See? 

WHAT 'D 4 

zreu 
vou? 

JOCK 
WOOZY J 

& 

WARD' 



PLASTIC MAN 

WHOEVER KIUEO 
JAMES TDWNE WAS 
AT THE CHANCe CLUB 

-awp ywv photcs Show 

NEARLY EVCRy ONE IN 
THg PLACE/ HQWfOOH 
CAN VOU HAVE TH6M 
PEVELOPEp? 



better tewp so*e , 

MEN WITH WDOIV.' 

HE'U SHOW ThEm WHERE 
THE »Ot?y WAS.' THEUB'S 
pHE QUEST/ON WHICH 

NeCPS A LOT OF AxSwf BINS.' 
-WHY WERE AIL THE 

fAW8LiN<?SAW£5SO 
LOODy? ... 7 TCLL vou, 
CHtEir,.. THERE'S A 
HOT STORY 
6EHINPTHIS! , 



TWAT'S 
Rl<3HT ( 
Chi EP/ 



Cms?! 

I ..HMMRH.' 
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r L£AvtNG 

TOWN, 
/MI«UBU£7 
...OPPOVOU 
MWAVSPACK 
VOUP.BAGS 
FOR A imp 
TO TH£ D*U6 

STORE? 
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^^ MISS LA PU£ t I AM 
W P(SAPPOlNT£P.' YOU WERE 
» INV/T£D TO JOIM OUR MOST 

f secret society of blood 

* WORSHIPERS! W£ WELCOMED 
yOU TO OUR iUEETWGS, P£RM*TT£P 
'YOU THE SAhlGUINAM PlEASuRES OF 
OUR CHANCB Ctt/B — fET, YOU 
RBB£LL£Df HOT ONLY THAT... YOU 
PCRSUAPEE? JAMES TOWNE, A 
CHARTER MEMBER, TO RESIGN.' 
THERE (S ONLY OW£ WAY OUT 
OF THIS CLUB, MISSLARUE7 

VIOLCNT PCATH/ 
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JAA4ES TOWME WAS 
CONDEMNED TO DEATH BY 
GENERAL VOTE, SO THE V ARE 
,4££ GUILTY OF THE CBIME-' 
HIS BODY WAS DUMPED INTO 
THE NORTH RIVER/ AND, BY 
THE WAY, A MISS yV£T TE 
LA RUE WAS FOUND DEAD IN 
AN AUTO ACCIDENT, HER BODy 

Rjdpled with sluss.' docs 
that tie up anywhere, 

PLASTIC? 



P LASTIC MA N 

"POMS IT.'/ I WAS IN THAT 
CAR WITH HER WHEN IT CRASHED. 
N HER DYING MOMENTS, SHE 
REVEALED THAT JAMES TOWWE HAD 
TAKEN HER TO THE CHAHCC CLUB, 
LAST N/fiHT, ANO TOLD THE MBMBEOS 
HE WAS RESIGNING.' THEY LURED 
HIM TO THE BASE/WENT AND KNIFED 
HM TO DEATH .' BUT, JUST AS THEV 
WERE ABOUT TO TAKE CARE OF 
MlSS LA RUE, WOOZY BURST IN 
AND CAUSED THE STAMPEDE FOR 
THE EXITS.' DURING THE EXCITE/WENT 
SHE ESCAPED/ BUT THEY FINALLY 
GOT HER AS Sue. WAS 
LEAVING TOWN 1 / 



SHE DIED WITHOUT 
REVEALING THE LOCATION 

of the bloop worshipers * a 
meeting place.' so i 
Donned owe of her dbesses 
and set out, hoping the 
slayers would return, 
see •yvette" still alive., 
and take me there 

WHICH TH£V DrD J NOW. 
WOOZY... TELL US HOW YOU 
LOCATED THE MEETING 
PLACE/ 
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llHii* entrance to an. 
* ASMy CAMP, somewhere 
in the U.S.A.... 
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/ LOOK .'...THAT ^ 






/ TRUCK.' IT'S ONLV 






/partly visible; .. 






| AAAN WE LOOK FOR 




rV 


MUS^ 8S ON TRUCK 


j^nr 5 ^ 


O 


I WITH CAMOUFLAGE 


/^v- 


V AND 0£-CAMOuFLAfiE 


V DEVICES.' > 




f| 


iP^I 


^1 


V 
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fLAMIt MAN 



ffhe Jar* reach 9 plane, 
carefully concealed near 
an outlying Suburb. ..and 
Soon Hie craft wings its 
way westward .... 
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3 v£#y my « 

THE SAME TO 
WHUE ATOOOM 
7 HE SNEERS OE 

ADUL75 .. TMfS 

jeens off,, 

CMLOREN?. 
HAVING- THE 
0OPYOE A 
MAN AND THE 
MfNO 0* A 
CH/LQ HE IE 
REJECTED 
•V BOTH -AN 
OUTCAST OE 

foemrytt 



HA.' HAH 
THERE GOES 
the GOON 
ASA/NlZOM 
THE RUN AS 
USUAL," 



V£LLOW?NOT WiLLiEi\BI U T EACH NfG-HT fN HtS 
HE JUST COULON'T ^^y ffoOM U £ HORBO.. 
HARM HIS FELLOW ' 
. MAN ! 
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I04YS or oeuaiuM.. 

1 7MB9V. 



NO, SON .'.I'M PROFBSSOR 

COO0MAN / WE'VE NEVER 

MET BUT I'VE SEBN >Ou 

MANV TIMESf- SEEN HOW 

CRUEL PEOPLE - HAVE 

BEEN/' BUT THAT'S ALL 

OVER .NOW,' YOU MUST 

REST AND 6ET WELL" 

HERE SIP THIS/ 




PLASTIC MAN 



PAGE 31 




PAGE 32 




rLAMIt, MAN 




PAGE 34 



PLASTIC MAN 




WuepBQF. e*/r* . 
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WHV DO VOU DO ItTT 
WILLIE?.. DON'T yOU 
KKOW KlPNAPPlNG- I* A 
CAP/TAl oeMMrt r ^ 
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WOULD VOU BELIEVE 
YOUR BOSS IS 
EXTORTING- MONEY 
IF YOU HEARD 
OVER THE RADIO 
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| A/VO BACK WITH WILL 
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. CALLJHC ALL CARS!, , 
CALLM& All CAR$SA 

TVE CAPTURED the 
, HtDHAPPEPS — „ 

, COME QUtCKl 
I'M HOLDING THEM 1 
at BAY // 



&5VERAL CUXVS LATE-R 



GREAT NEWS, WILuE: 

YOU'VE BEEN COMPLETELY Y YVES 

EXONERATED I AND THE (l GUESS 

DOCTOR SAYS HE CAN r\ SO 
Fix YOUR PACE UKE 

NBW f ISN'T THAT 
*WELL ft 



STILL BROODING OVER 
THE PROFESSOR, EH 
I CAN HARDLY BLAME 
YOU.. IT WAS THE LOWEST, 
TRICK A MAN EVER 
PULLED/ 

AN I THOT 
t HAD A , 

FfHENDh 






. AW. I JUST POUND! 
WHATiS EATINfr lOUT ORlLEY CUT ( 
YOU, WOOZV? ) ME OFF THE AIR 
- TOO MANV < DURING MY BROAD 

SweertrfP cast> r. talked 

TWO SOLfPHQilRi) 
JMTO A P£AP 



wstichemesis 



FOUR big closed cars, loaded 
with men, arrived at the four 
entrance* to the Langford Trust 
Company at the same instant. Out 
of them poured masked, armed 
figures. They filled the lobby and 
the offices in a twinkling. 

"This is a stickup! Employees 
line up right — customers left!" 

A cashier whipped open a 
drawer where lay a pistol — one of 
the thugs fired a tommy gun. and 
ihe cashier subsided. A customer 
reached for a telephone — another 
thug leaned over to swing a 
blackjack, and the customer fell. 

The gangsters, working furious- 
ly but with amazing discipline, 
stripped tills, drawers and floor 
safes of money. But the tall, 
sinewy man in fuil-face mask who 
teemed to be commander of the 
raid did not even glance at the 
heaps of money. He closed his 
hard hand on the shoulder of the 
executive vice-president, Dawson. 

"The Kimripore jewels! At once, 
or — " 

Dawson shook his head. "I 
don't know what you mean." 

"Stop lying. The Rajah of Kim- 
ripore sent his crown treasures to 
America, «a security for a loan of 
millions. Plastic Man and that 
little screwball Woojy Wjnks 
brought them overseas— don't you 
think the underworld heard how 
they smashed six attempts tn steal 
the jewels? And we know they're 
in your vaults." 

He thrust a pistol against Daw- 
•on's ribs. The vice-president led 
him down • flight of stairs and 

unloeked a barred dooi 
t 
"There,*" and Dawson pointed. 
"In that vault. In a big cowhide 
suitcase " 

"Open the vault." The masked 
man prodded him with the gun. 
"Quick, or I'll make you look 
like a erihbage hoard!" 
, Divwn spun the dial, pulled 



open the great door Inside stood 
a dingy-looking suitcase. It's 
label said PLASTIC MAN. 

"Bring it out. Open it." The 
vice-president did so. disclosing a 
glittering mass of rubies, dia- 
monds, amethysts, emeralds — the 
ransom of an emperor. At a motion 
from his captor, he shut the case 
again and handed it to the masked 
man. 

His only reply and reward was 
a bullet through the heart. The 
raider chief hurried upstairs. 

"Clear out!" he barked at his 
men. They sped out to their cars 
and away. The entire raid had 
taken less than ninety seconds. 

"Cop* Coming?" asked the 
driver of the biggest car as he 
headed his vehicle for the sub- 
urbs. 

The thug in the seat beside him 
glanced back. "Yeah! But they 
took after the other boys. Left 
us alone." 

"I fixed that." spokt the leader, 
from between his two companions 
in the rear. He had taken off his 
mask, revealing the sharp, shrewd 
features of Bronty Breen. current 
Public Enemy No. 1. "Just before 
we went in, I called police and 
FBI offices. Said the Langford 
Trust was being raided — and told 
which way ' the other three, cars 
would head." 

"Police!" echoed hi* compan- 
ions. "FBI! And you tipped them 
off right?" 

"Sure. While they're busy 
scooping up the others, we gel 
clear away. And." Bronty"? toe 
lapped the suitcase, "only five of 
us left to split the jewels, huh?" 

He grinned, but nobody grinned 
back, A lieutenant gazed from the 
rear of the car. "If you called 
FBI, Bronty, that brings Plastic 
Man into tht easel" 

Bronty shuddered, but shrugged 
it off. "Not a chance! He's on 



nging 



leave of absence, after brii 
theae jewels from Kimripore 

"Look!" interrupted the other 
thug. 

They all looked back. 

From the top of a tall building 
two great red streamers darted out 
and down, like interminable, dead- 
ly snakes — each toward a different 
street. Down and down the red 
streamers extended — story after 
story — to the sidewalk level — 
there came a sound of crash and 
commotion. 

"That was PLASTIC MAN!" 
breathed one of the five. "He 
reached down with both arm* — 
snagged TWO OF THE CARS AT 
ONCE!" 

"Speed up," growled Bronty to 
the driver. "We're blowing town." 

PLASTIC MAN, gaunt, ertrn- 
son-clad, enigmatic behind his 
dark goggles, sat in a little cellar 
room of FBI headquarters. Wooay. 
pudgy and deceptively dull-faced, 
lounged beside him. Opposite 
them was one of the captured 
thugs. 

"I ain't talking," the thug said 
for the hundredth time, "and you 
FBI jerks ain't gonna batter me 
into it." 

"Who said anything about bat- 
tering?" inquired Plastic Man 
•ilkily. "J wouldn't lay a finger 
on you." 

He waggled a finger to empha- 
size. The finger grew a yard long 
for a moment, then subaided. 

"He don't scare eaay Plaa." 
offered Woozy. "I knew him back 
when I was outside the law. Kit- 
tens, they called hint — because 
nothing scares him but a eat—** 

"So?" muttered Plastic, and 
smiled. His hand lifted »• hit faee. 
•wept acroaa it. Hit body teemed 
to grow plumper and at the aame 
time lithar. Hi* kegs doubled 
strangely, ttfta fe«4 ware new*. Hii 
tan turned pointy, whianrt w«r* 
plainly apwwt'n j , 



"Get away from me!" Kitten* 
suddenly quavered. 

Plastic Man was Plastic Man no 
more. The lithe, furry creature he 
had become jumped gracefully 
down from the chair and strolled 
forward toward the captive. 
"Meow?" it aaid. 

"Get that cat out of here!" 
begged Kittens, cowering. "Listen, 
I'll tell anything — it was Bronty 
Breen who planned the raid — — " 

"Where did -he go with the 
jewels?" demanded Woozy. 

"I don't know — I swear I 
don't!" We were directed to head 
east — the other two carloads you 
and the cops grabbed went west 
and south — but Bronty's car had 
ks own orders -" 

"Which means it went north," 
said Plastic Man, who had become 
himself again with a tittle wriggle 
and a rubbery snap. "Tell the 
turnkey to put him away. Woozy. 
We're going north ourselves." 

Bronty Breen's hideout had been 
prepared months before, it looked 
no more than a half-ruined shack 
among trees at the end of a coun- 
try road, but this was only a 
modest topping to a vast under- 
ground lair, strongly fortified, 
stocked with provisions and weap- 
ons, with at least three secret en- 
trances. 

In the main cellar-room, Bronty 
and his four surviving thugs 
gathered around the open suitcase. 

"Look at them pretty gim- 
micks!** exulted Potty, the driver, 
picking up a ruby as big as a 
walnut. "What a game of marbles 
a guy could play with them! And 
we divide five ways." 

"Not that simple, Potty," said 
bis chief quietly. 

"Why, there's five of us " 

"And four of you are only 
stooges. I'm boss, I get eighty 
percent. You others, five percent 
each." 

"I'm satisfied," nodded one 
thug. "After all we picked up 
plenty of cash in the Langford 
Tniat. I got a pookstful." 

"I'm not satisfied^" growled 
Potty, aod a gun mm out from 
mkmt Ma coat, It " 



PLASTIC MAN 

A buzzer sounded somewhere 
above. 

"The electric-eye signal," snap- 
ped Bronty. "Somebody's prowling 
around. Two of you — Potty, you 
and Banjo — slide out among the 
trees and hook in whoever it is. 
Quick!" 

The two designated slipped 
away down a tunnel, up through 
a hidden burrow and away among 
the trees. The three thugs who wait- 
ed soon heard a knock at the 
upper door. Bronty, covered by 
tommy guns in the hands of his 
lieutenants, opened. Potty stood 
there, with a prisoner bound and 
crestfallen — a pudgy, dull-faced 
prisoner 

"That's Woozy, Plastic Man's 
sidekick!" exclaimed Bronty. 

"I know," Potty nodded. "We 
found him nosing around. Banjo's 
' out there, trying to sneak up on 
Plastic Man." 

"That's more than a one-man 
job," said Bronty. "Go back, 
Potsy, and take Spike here with 
you." 

The two men left, and Bronty 
faced the captive. "How did you 
track us, Woozy?" 

"As soon as we knew you'd. gone 
north, we just studied the marks 
of tire-treads," replied the little 
fellow. "The other cars all had 
new black market tires, same brand 
— so we figured you'd have 'em, 
too. And we followed you here." 

"Woozy," said Bronty, "you 
weren't always a dope. Forget the 
law and Plastic Man. Help us 
snare and finish him, I'll cut you 
in on the Kimripore jewels ** 

A knock. Banjo was back. 

"We got Plastic Man !" he cried. 
"Those new explosive bullets did 
the trick! And Potty and Spike 
are burying him!" 

Bronty faced the worried Woozy. 
"Forget what I said. We don't 
need you now." 

"No cut of the jewels?" sug- 
gested Woozy. 

"The only cut you get is across 
the throat," said Bronty. "Bring 
him downstairs." 

In the rooBi with the jewels,. 
Bronty nodded to Banjo. "Finish 
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him, quick . . . Hey, what— you'rt 
CHANGING!" 

"I've been changing all day," 
said Banjo, who .ran a hand over 
his face, twitched out of his gar- 
ments and stood up as Plastic 
Man. "First I captured Potsy and 
Banjo and came back as Potty. 
Then I grabbed Spike— the FBI 
boys have him halfway back to 
town — and came back as Banjo. 
I wanted to be sure the jewels 
were safe " 

Bronty drew his gun. Plastic's 
fist shot halfway across the room, 
knocking the gang chief sprawling. 
Then, like a rubber ball, Plastic 
Man bounded upon the remaining 
thug. 

"Snap that suitcase shut, Woozy, 
and get it out of here!" 

Bronty staggered into one of the 
hidden passages, shaking his head 
to clear it. He heard sounds of 
conflict outside, that di«d away. 
He dared peep out. 

Everyone was gone — but not 
everything. An object still lay in 
the center of the floor 

"The suitcase!" he breathed. 
"Woozy didn't get it, after all!" 

Gun in one hand, he ran to the 
treasure, lifted it, and slid into 
another secret passage. He found 
a door, entered, locked the door 
behind him. He set down the suit- 
case, laid his gun on top. 

There were no windows, no' 
ventilators, no entrances but the 
locked door. Plastic Man might 
follow — surely would follow. But 
Bronty woud be ready. From his 
pocket he drew a vial of powerful 
corrosive acid. Carefully he poured 
it into the keyhole. 

"Let him come in," he muttered. 
"That'll eat him down to the 
bones, if he has any bones in that 
rubberized carcass " 

"Isn't this cozy, all alone to- 
gether?" said a voice he knew. 

He whirled' and looked at the 
suitcase on which his gun lay. 

The suitcase shook itself, lifted 
a head. The luggage straps un- 
folded from around it, became 
legs. The handle lengthened into 
an arm, and took the gun in its 
hand. Plastic Man stood up. 

"Just another of mj disguises* 
Bronty," be said. 
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POOR SUV'S 

IN 
TROUBte/ 



ANYTHING 
I CAN 

po por you, 

MISTER? 



:o 



IT'S JEST ONE 
0' THEM THINGS 
THAT HAPPENS, 
PARDNER.' Y'GO 
'A WHOL8 LIFETIME 
A'WAlT/N' FER A CEKTAl^ 
PAY ... ANP THEN Y'ARE 
TOO OLD AND SICK 
T'MEET THAT DAY.' 
THAT'S MC,' 



=*2^ 



x I'LL TELL YUH, 

,P$& Varpnbr; ...y'got 1 

ulSUL, A KINO FACE, EVEN 
HAPPENED? i £p (T cpgg L00K J 

. XlKff IT'S GONNA 
FALL DOWN AROUNP 
YER ANKLES.'... 
1 TRUST VUH.' 



1 



FfK TWENTY YEARS 

r J BBEN A-TRYIN' TP LOCATE 

r TH' MAP TO TH' OLD SAGAWAN 

MINI OUT IN TH' TECOS COUNTRY.' 
A MINI JEST A-BuSTlN' WITH YALLEB 
GOLD/ WAL ... FINALLY I ©IT HOLD 
O'TH'MAP AN' I COMB 
HERE TO BUY SOME 
EQUIPMSNT/ 



AN' WHUT HAPPENS? I START 
CfrTTlN' PAINS HERE AN' 7H£fl£ - 
AN' I GO TO A SAWSONRS WHO 
I TELLS MB IF Z EVER GlT OUT IN THET 
k WESTERN AIR AS'IN » I'M AS GOOD 
AS PAID/ SO HERB I AM WITH 
A MAP WUTH MILLIONS 
AN' IT'S WUTH L£SS 
TO ME.' 
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RISHT THERE! MILLIONS 
, fN GOLD! NOW I GOTTA HAVE 
f SOME MONEY T'PAV TH' Pfoc/... 
I PONT WANT MUCH, 'CAUSE 
I RECKON I'M GONNA BE 
CASHIN' IN MY CHIPS SOON, 
ANYHOW.' LET'S SAY 
Y'GiVE Me A THOUSAND 
PER TWMAP7 



»\ 




GOSh! ... A 
GOJ0 My/vf FOR 
Eight dollars and 

THIRTY- FOUR CENTS i 

he Sure fS A 
SUCKER*. ..WA/TLL 
I TELL PLASTIC 
MAN! 
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\ 




J DON'T THEY ^^^^^ 

\ KNOW IMALLEOJ/C ] 

I TO PALDNG / 

k CPP MOUNTAINS'? J^j^, 






\ ^ 










^^^^s 




i^hffl 


B 


107 JFI 
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SURE, 

YOU'RE HIS 

pbienD/ r Suppose 

THAT'S WHY YOU 
fiUSTiED MVf uund&D 

HEAD O' HIS BEST 

CATTLS AND 

Shot him 

UEAVJ 



THAT'S 

A LIE.' 

I AIN'T 

SEEN 

'3LANCHARD 

IN A 
MONTH,' 



AND I SUPPOSE 
YOU'RE Gonna 

TELL ME YOU PONT 
KNOW THIS UTTLE 
^COVOTE H&& AND 
THAT YUH DIDN'T 
SffND HIM INTO 
'TOWN TO FIND OUT 
WHETHER YUM Wu7 
UNDE8 $USP\OOMi 



OP CCu«S£ 
r DONT KNOW 
HIM.' ... THIS 

HERE IS . 
RIDICULOUS/ 
THfSE TWO MEN 
ID I ARC ON 
R WAV TD 
CARSON'S PONT 
TO MEET SOME OP 
Oua SOVS WHO'RE 
PJBIVIN' SOME CATTLE 
SOUTH FOB US,' 



PAOEA0LY 

CATTLE THEY 
STOLE FROM , 

JMEf OVY ELSE,' 
WELL. I GUESS 
WE DON'T HAVE 

TO HEAR ANV 

more, govs / 

LET'S GET- 
TO wo**,' 



Shore/ 

, STRING 
THEM 
RUSTLERS 
UP. 1 
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^W LET'S git:: ^B 

V T'AIN'T NO USB « 
PSHT/W ' 

■L plastic m 

^ A4AA// y^ 


\ \ \ r H 


^TnTY"" 




V^*L^^Zv 3 3l 




mmiA 
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/ STUCK.'... rvg 
■ SEEN OTHER WAPS 



NO KlOPlN'?... 
. WHY, THE Of R TV— / 

U«f THIS?.' A SMALL- \ T CAMS ALL THE 
T/Ml CWiSCLEB NAMED 1 WAy QuT u-ep 
COWBOY JOE HAS BEEN U N p ALMOSTGOT 

TAKIN0 SUCKERS WITH / L VNCHeD AND 

Th/reVnO l>« / ff'GHT BUCKS AND 



*9» 



^.N 



itn town aaain 

7 , LAS7TC*Af>W 
turtis hi* prisoner* 
over t»th* 
Sheriff... 






THERC'S 
MORE GOLD 
IN THIS MINE 
THAN ANYWHERE 
ELSE IN THE WORLD, 
PARDNBR.' I'D BE 
WINING IT MYSELF 

if I weren't sick/ 

AND I'LL LET 
VOU HAVE (T , 
DIRT CHEAP/ 



KnOW.NOW, 

f wcozy/ you 

KNOW THAT 
i ISN'T 



f WAL- 

NOW- 



<^XTi~ 



&-3UT GOSH, 

PIASJ ...1 

WASN'T GOIN.S 

TO STICK HIM 

POR MORE THAN 

EIGHT DOLLARS 

AND THlSn-POURj 
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